


T ragedie of Richard JD.of - 

Or fliould I digvp thy forefathers graues. 

And hang their rotten coffins vp in chaines. 

It could not flake mine irfe, nor eafe my heart. 

The fight ofany of the houfe of Yorke, 

Is as a furie to torment my foule. 

Therfore till I rootc out that curfed line. 

And leaue not one on earth, He line in hell therfore. 

Rut. O let me pray, before I take my death, 

T o thee I praie, fweec fiifford pittie me. 

Clif . I iu^h pittie as my rapiers point affoardes. 

‘Rut* I neuer did thee hurt, wherefore wilt thou kill me. ? 
Clif , Thy father hath. 

Rut. But twas ere I was borne: 

Thou haft one fo»nc,for his fake pittie me, 

Leaft in reuengc thereof, fith God is iuft. 

He be as miferablieflaiueas I. 

Ob Jet me liue in prifon all my daies, 

And when l giue occafion of offence. 

Then let me die,for now thou haft no caufe 4 

Chf NocaufcfThy Father flew my father, therefore die. 
Flamagcnet,X come Rlantagem , 

And this thy Sonnes blood cleauing to my blade, 

Shallruft vpon my weapon^till thy blood 

Congcald with his, do make me wipe off both. Exit* 

lALrmes. Enter the Rinke ofYorke foluu 
Tor, Ah Yorkp , poaft to thy Caftle,faue thy life, 

Thegonle is loft j thou houfe of 'Lah'caftcr, 

Thrice happie chauncc it is for thee and thine, 

1 hatheauen abridgde my daies,and calls me hence 
But God knowes what chaunce hath betide my fonnes . £ 

But this] knowjthey haue demeand themfcliics^ 

Like men borne to renowne by lift or death: 

Three times this d3ie camcRichard to my fight. 

And criedjCourrage Father : Vifforie^or death. 

And twice io oft came Edward to my view. 

With purple Faulchen painted to the hilts. 

In blood ofthofe whom he had fUughtered. 


i 


Oh 


r orke, and Heme tkfixt. * 

And here my life muft end. 

*■'***$& ***** 

ruf r m fuch mercie as his ruthtuli armc 

Withdownc right ’ 

Mow Phaeton hath tumbled from his C » 

A/. So cowards fight when .hey fl.= no Io»8«> 

So Doues do pecke die Raucns pierfing taUeoft. 

So defperate thieues all hopelefle of then hues. 

Breath out inueftiues gaintt die officers. 

Torke. Oh Clifford, yet bethinke dice once againe, 

And in thy mindc oterun myfotmer timet 

And bite thy tongue that flaundrett him with cowardi.e, 

Whofe vetie looke hath made thee quake ere this. 

Chf. I will not bandrewith thee word for word, 

But buckle with thee blowes twife two tor one- 

CWne.Holde valient Clifford for a thoufaiulcau.es, 

T would prolong the traitours life a while. 

Wradi makes himdeafe/peake thou Nfm tbumbcrland. 

Nor. Hold Chfford,<io not honour him iomuch. 

To ptickethy finger, though to wound his hcam 
What valour were it when a curie doth grin. 

For one to thruft his hand betvvcne his teeth, 

When he might fpurne him. with his foote away. ? 

Tis warresprife to lake all adtiantages, 
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